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'D BE 
THE FIRST 


Im the reporter 
who never wrote it. 


Another exclusive 
report from 


BECKY 
BUKDOCK 


Girl Reporter 
The man with the 
Stick is 

TACK STAFF-- 

Britains Greatest 


(T ANYWAY, 


yon ys 
1 know, you never 4 
heard of him. | 


Nobody has for 
TWENTY YEARS. 
| ee ae | 


Until tonight when 
he turned op stood 
over the body of 
the third victim of 
the CASTLETOWN ls a good story. 
SLASHER B pg story.” 


HIS \ Of tt 
SA_ | | THE 
INTLESS | | HERE, SO 
HT 
nil 


{4 
Por 
. FIG! 
| NOBODY / | we Wi 

}OGETH 


CSE 


a poBoT MAN 
ASK 


And then the 
POLICE showed 


Up. 


YOU DOWN 
ROBOT MAN. 
VLL DISMANTLE 
You NUT BY 
NUT. BOLT 
BY BOLT. 


Or, at least, DETECTIVE = 


INSPECTOR MAVEKYK 


—— 


Jr was all over in 
FIFTEEN SECONDS. | 


/ 
/{ You'Re 


= 
| 


J WANT TO 
HURT HIM ! 


BUT Hé KILLED 
MORGAN ! 


THEY 
won't BE 
ABLE TO MAKE 
A TOASTER 

OvT OF YOU 

BY THE TIME 
I'VE FINISHED, 


NICKED! 


DVI-MAVERYK is 
pretty much an 
‘OLD SCHOOL! COPPER, 


PACE is just how 
fast he goes. 


Maveryk seems 
to know him 


THIS 
MAN ISA 
SUSPECT 
(N A RURDER 
<4 \AVESTIGATION 


Whatever it is, 
itS got clout. 


Maveryk hands 
JACK STAFF over 
Without another word.| 


MAVERYK does give 
me the film back, 


T don't know who 
the guy tn greens 


THIS. 
INVESTIGATION. 
HAS ALREADY 
BEEN HANDED 
OvVERTO G. 


What's Q7 some 
kind of SECRET 
POLICE UNIT? 


But since hae 
means ripping i 
out of the pack of 
the cameré, he | 
still destroys the | 
evidence. | 


Which is ram 
really, as MAI 


eve| 
usually has to | 
make hits own up. 


Just 

sO YOU ANO 
KNOW , I'M, YOU WERE 
NOT INTHE FOUND ON 


My 
mag0 oe COULEAGHE THE SCENE 


QUESTIONS - 


= ze 
Give ME Hy 1-1 : \| 
ONE GOOD Y c i COMMANDER |] 


REASON ‘ HAWKES 
SHOULDN'T ce 7 OF UNIT D 

1 JUST LOCK YOU - 5 
LP IN A ROOM 


Poe eet 
TO 

Ly me waar [T 

1 You were [1 

DOING oor [TI 


roa THERE LAST 
ale 


NIGHTZ C 


AGAIN. 
| HEARD 
A WOMAN 
SCREAM 
BUT BY THE 
TIME | GOT 
TO HER, SHE 
WAS ALREADY 
DEAD. BEFORE 
1 COULD BO 
ANYTHING 
ELSE, (WAS 


ALL 
INSIDE. wuat 
SEVENTEEN HAPPENED 
SECONDS? TO THE 
You must 66 KILLER. 
A FAST DID fear 
WORKER 
Maree INTO THIN POSSIBLY, 
‘SMITH. AIR 
WHat 
90 ¥ 
tac aor] Si 
MARY DRAPER HEARD ON 
THE RADIO. 
THOMPSON? 


BOTH 
| WEZe FOUND 
WITH THEIR 
THROATS CUT 
ME AND THE \ 
= BLOOD WAS BNO 
DRAINED THEIR 
i FROM THEIR = NECKS 
SEP BovIes. 4 WERE 
i BROKEN. 
— 
THAT. 
INFORM 
-ATION 
WAS NEVER 
RELEASED 
To THE 
MEDIA 


LP 
— 
Molee a 
oh - 
em 4 
WHEN? or: ligt 


rw: 


, 


| 
NINETEEN 
e FORTY. 
I 


/ someones 
JUST FAXED THIS 


ALRIGHT, wHi 

JOHN- THE 

-TACK- HELLS 

WHATEVER GOING 

YOUR NAME , 0 
'$... 


AND THE NUILITARY 
MIGHT oF 
UNCLE SAM! 


at 
Ves 


I write for THE 
WORLDS PRESS, 


It's the FINEST 
PAPER of its 


type. 


Unfortunately 
its type is 
sleazy fowball 
wtter 
journalism. 


| 


G. SKINNER 
+ EDITOR 


RUNNING 
THIS 
NONSENSE 


EE | 
Im a reporter. 
eee 


is my job. 


T 
SECRE fick 
YOUR 


POLICE UNIT 
WOMAN YOu 

KILLED!” = Heap 

“TACK STAFF, 

v TOMTOM!” 

“MISSING 
SUPERHERO 
ARRESTED!’ 


T don't BELIEVE 
this ! 


WITHOUT WE RUN 
PROOF, THIS ea Ay 
HT AS E LO: 
Weegee CREDIBILITY 
IN THE EYES 
OF OUR 
READERS, 


AND 
WHERE 


Sol" 
FeA77'\ rye woes PRESS 


4° _220\] | has credibility? 
U dy) That's NEWS tome. 


ex PecteD 
GETTER 


when did Skinner 


Something is 
w g grow integrity 7 


WEONG here. 


STAFF 
Y Si TWISTER 
14 


we've 

SEARCHED 

THE AREA 

with NO 
HE LIFTED LUCK . WHICH 
TBF, AN LEAVES US 
ONE LAST 

A POSSIBILITY 


GREAT, 
e --AND tHE 
aMeRNG | WE GO COMMANDER 
ouezie Hey — AND LOSE 15 GOING 
AVE 
WANTTOGET FIGHTING fh ett 
INTHE FOOT or | OER THIS 
WAR-- SOLDIER! ONE. 


ue Fiesr To enter | 
DARKNESS 15 BLAZING GLORY, 


SEE YOU 
DOWN 
THERE 


KOHE FLAMES FROM HER 
FIERY BOOY LIGHTING A 
PATH FOR HER COMPANIONS | 
To FOLLOW 


[Bomar swsrer isn | 


TORNADO, A RAGING 
ELEMENTAL FORCE. 


— 


" 1S THE POWER OF THE 


QDANIPULATING AI CURRENTS 
\S SECOND NATURE TO THE 
PLUCKY FORTEEN YEAR OLD. 


@ack stare sumes. 


is Booy 16 BvFFETED 
BY CONCENTRATED BLASTS 
OF AIR AS TOMMY TWISTER 
ALTERNATELY HOLDS THEN 
DROPS JACK DEEPER 
INTO THE DEPTHS BELOW 
ad — 


Ors NOT THE MOST GENTLE 
DESCENT, BUT IT GETS HIMDOWN 


Y 


Qinauy, AT LEAST SOMEONE 
THINKS TO BRING A ROPE 


@ue castLETOWN 
AVERNS. 


o 
Wive mives oF UNDERGROUND 
CAVES BENEATH THE TOWN. 


A LIFETIME FOR 
SOMEONE DOWN, 
HERE AND NEVER 
FIND THEM |. 


o, = 
You COULD SEARCH fi 


Ye 


Mt 


OMETIMES YOU DON'T. 


THEY FOUGHT SIDE BY SIDE AGAINST FREEDOMS FASCIST FOE-- 


BEEN 
“YF ALONG 
TIME 
SERGEANT. 


BRITAIN'S GREATEST HERO / AMERICA’S 
FIGHTING FOOTSOLDIER/ 


TOGETHER AGAIN FOR THE FIRST TIME IN NEARLY SIXTY YEARS! 


TOGETHER 


LS JOAN SAWS 
BASTBR 
— 


HOSPITAL © ‘Give. 
VIS\TS AND = BLOOD 
B.00b— - SAVE 

DRIVESA A LIFE!” 
SPECIALITY, 


THOUGHT 
YOU MIGHT 
APPRECIATE 


ah- \1'S THE Y'KNOW, 

vk stor THERE'S A GUY 

fo) \N TH’ PENTAGON 
“EUROPEAN WHOSE Jo 1S 
JUST THINK 
THIS STUFF 
bP! 


FoRTY 
YEARS ON 
ICE DOESN'T 


(oe 
/ SO THIS 
| 1S WHAT 


You've wnt | 
von Me) 
RSELF 


a 
THING (| 
GUESS MAKES 
YOU DEUDE 
TO LOOK 


uP AN 


RICHARD. 


Come on -I can see some 
one’s moving about in 
there. Youre Tot fooling, 
me. 


This time E got it H 
all figored ovt 


1 know who you are, 
JOHN SMITH, BUILDER 


[ And Ym. not going until 
\ get some answers. « 


Where have you BEEN 
for the past TWENTY years? 


What HAPPENED to make 
you give tt all up 7 


——____—_—_—__ 
Why come back Now? 


What is that SMELL? 


DANCING ELEPHANT PRESS 
7.0, BOX 2362, WELLS, BASIYQ ENGLAND 


e-mail: danceleph@aol.com 


Dear Mr Grist 

I've just finished my copy of Jack Staff 1 and I loved 
every minute of it. I suspect this was at least in part duc 
to the long period I spent going to school in a town called 
Castletown on the Isle of Man, but mostly down to the 
fact that this was simplya good story told well. Of the 
large cast we've seen so far, I'm already fond of both Q 
and Tom Tom the Robot Man, with the suspiciously 
normal John Smith the Builder coming in a close second 
This is a classic superhero mystery story, owing as much 
to the likes of Jonathan Creek as to Zenith, and | think 
that's what I like the most. 

In fact, there is something unfailingly English about 
this and | don't mean that in a remotely xenophobic or 
nationalistic way. For want of a better word, it's the calm 
that the story is told with, which not only doesn't detract 
from the drama but if anything, adds to it. The Dad's 
Army cameo was funny, but their tired, horrified 
reactions to the war were what stayed with me after I'd 
closed the issue. 

Allin all, fantastic stuff and | look forward to issue 2 


Alisdair Stuart 

13 Sadberge Court 
Osbaldwick 
YORK YO! 3DB 


Dear Paul 

Just a quick note to say how much I loved Jack Staff 1 
There was one in the local comic shop and I busted some 
guy's fingers to get it. Ooh we're tuff up here, mate. 


Anyway, it's one of them comics I want to see the next 
twenty issues NOW!. Get on with it! 


Steve Martin 

40 Gloucester Street 
Newtown 

CHESTER CH1 3HR 


Steve told me I'd love Jack Staff and as usual he was 
right. It's absolutely brilliant, just lovely to read. Thanks 
from Louise x 


Dear Paul 

With the erratic appearance of Kane it seems insane 
that you've chosen to launch a second ongoing title, but 
I've always appreciated wilful Knack for the unexpected 
turn; and it does look like the work of a fellow 
revitalised 

I get as easily suckered by nostalgia as the next guy - 
I'm currently reading Avengers - heaven knows there's 
little reason beyond nostalgia to be doing that. I felt a 
spontaneous smile at the appearance of Dad's Army. I'm 
kind of aware Robot Archie existed, but my response is 
more blank there. Likewise I get little visceral thrill from 
a ‘patriotic’ hero, however nice the UJ. cossie and the 
kinky leather accessories and combat boots. Nostalgia 
would seem to me most everything that's wrong with the 
way the comics market is disappearing up it's own 
fundament. But the problem there lies with the naked 
apparition of an aging closed shop audience indulging 
itself stupid, and exploitation of same; rather than the 
notion of nostalgia in itself - or indeed the flavour and 
quality inherent in a bygone era. 

And it appears you are too clever to surrender 
everything at face value - there are hints of 
detournements and fresh angles on familiar icons 
throughout your first issue. The presentation itself - from 
the surprise and delight of colour inserts, the divided 
narrative strands, and - as with all of your work - the 
firm scaffold of design and structure fixing everything 
neatly in place; all adds up to make Jack Staff feel like a 
thoroughly modern incarnation of a grand and hallowed 
tradition. Respect, a joy for past joys and a weather eye 
on the future are all evident. Nothing that radical, but not 
too simple either, 

Pages 2 thru 5 were particularly classic. But either that 
big heavy sign fell very slowly, or Slade sing a fuck of a 
lot faster than I remember! Almost as sublime and 
ridiculous as holding a conversation while beating ten 
bells out of each other! (I love comics.) 

1 wish you the best of British, all the best with this 
your brand new venture. Jolly good show and all that 
Toodle-oo, pip pip 


Ed Hillyer 
Detonator 
24 Rivington Street 
LONDON 


Next issue: Becky Burdock gets a front page story. It's 
not good news. 
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